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HARD is the taſk the poet's life to ſcan, 

So different from the common mode of man : 
A Proteus he, aſſuming various ſhapes, 

All but the philoſophic ſage eſcapes, 
Conducted now by reaſon's pureſt ray, 

Now driven by paſſion's unreſiſted ſway : 

A victim now to agonizing woe, Bel 
Now raiſed to raptures ſuch as angels know 


Now indolent, now planning ſome great work; 


Now dull as Czoszy, and now bright as Buxxs : 
8 


Weak 


1 
Weak, vigorous, various, unexampled mind; 


. Thyſelf a microcoſm of human kind! 


Yet of theſe ſtrange effects the latent cauſe 
We may explore, by tracing nature's laws; 
Thoſe laws conſiſtent, which to order bind 
The ſeeming freaks of matter and of mind; 
Which guide the comet darting through the pole, 
And rein the fervour of the Poet's ſoul. 

Is nqt the ball's velocity of courſe 
Juſt in proportion to the impelling force? 

Is not the river's current ſwift, or ſlow, 

As watery weight, and ſlope promote it's flow? 
Muſt not a being, then, by nature wrought, 
To ſhow her power in matter, and in thought, 


Each light impreſſion” thrilling through his frame, 


Inſpired by heaven's moſt ſublimated flame ; 


Muſt not he quit the common mortal ſphere, 


And take an ardent, and a wide career 
Now #ther's heights undauntedly explore, 
And wander now on Styx's dreary ſhore; 
Proſtrate his mind, and rapt in bliſs, by turns, 
As the man flags, or as the angel burns. „ 


e 


By 
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By virtue, now, to groves Athenian led, 


Where Plato's genius hovers o'er his head; 


A heedleſs victim, now, to low deſire; 
All nerve his body, and his ſoul all fire ? 

Hail, mild Philoſophy | the province thine, 
To chace the ſpectres of the dark Divine! 

Not to fix errour, but with reaſon's art, 

To root the ſtiff old woman from the heart. 

Tis to thy calm inveſtigation given 

To reconcile to man the ways of Heaven; 

To teach us to ſubdue the zealot's fire, 

Nor raſhly to deteſt, nor to admire ; 

Serenely to reject, and to approve, ' 

Give vice our pity, virtue all our love; 

By BeTHLEHEM's candid ſtar our courſe to ſteer, 
Benign to others, to ourſelves ſevere ! 

The penſive bard, even in his boyiſh days, 
With witleſs hand anticipates the bays, 
Unconſcious yet of poetry and praiſe: 

Leaves his companions to their trifling play, 
In childiſh paſtime to protract the day; 
re Ces Feels 
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Feels the ſweet charm of contemplation's power, 
And ſteals from noiſe to her ſequeſtered bower. 
Or by more active inſtinct urged, he ſtrays 
Through nature's devious, and romantic ways; 
Impatient ſeeks the venerable wood, 

The rock impending, and the ruſhing flood: 
Or woos the muſick of a ſilver ſtream 
(The murmuring opiate of the poet's dream) 
Some ſtream like Avon's, where young Shakeſpeare 
thought, 

His ſoul tranſported while the muſes taught ; 
Seizing, even then, the drama's wondrous plan, 
The varied character of motley man; 
Now darting down to Pluto's dark abodes, 
With bolder flight now mixing with the gods ; 
Already borne through earth, ſea, air, and ſky, 
All fancy's world expanding to his eye. 

Thus the ſuſceptible, and artleſs maid, 
Novice to love, as yet of men afraid, 
Warmed by a ſpark from ſome young amorous eye, 
To ſhades from ſocial haunts is wont to fly; | 
And there ſhe ſighs, and weeps, ſhe knows not why. 
But 


Ty! 


But to his verſe maturing years impart 


A ſtronger ardour with a chaſter art ; 

Genius and Judgment happily conſpire, 

And calm deſign directs impetuous fire. 

Gay fiction now adorns important truth; 

He checks the intemperate ſallies of his youth; 
With eye ſevere the brilliant line ſurveys, 
Conſcious that poets muſt not ſnatch the bays ; 
By the flow critick's hand muſt fix their fame, 
And life devote to an immortal name. 


Whatever objects to mankind are dear 


Within the ſenſitive, or mental ſphere; 
To life whatever comforts make us cling, 


A ten-fold pleaſure to the Poet bring. 


Then with what ſtrong impreſſions muſt he prove 


The joys ecſtatick of all-powerful love 


W 


Of love, whoſe laws the coldeſt Bette . 


3 1 
Who breathes a fervour in Bœotian clay; 3 


* 
wo 


Bids tenderneſs from ſavage natures flow, 


And makes a miſer even his gold forego ; 


Parent and ſovereign of the human ſoul ! | 
God of the line, and god of either pole! 44, 


The 


= 
* 
« * 
— 
8 
\ 
J 
» 
a 4 
* - 
5 . 
— 
* 


FF -. 
The Poet's love to ſenſe is not confined ;' 

It opes the world of fancy to his mind : 

Love in the groſs, the animal degree, 

TaLzor or BRoUGHToON feels as well as he: 
/ Rude, heavy lumps of vegetative earth, 

By nature viewed unkindly at their Birth; 

Meant but by her ſome vacuum to ſupply, 


To eat, and drink, and generate, and die. 
When Sol deſcending ſhoots a milder light, 

The placid medium 'twixt the day and night ; 

When vernal bloom, and muſick cheer each grove, 

Awaking genius, and awaking love; 

The Poet, and his nymph ſequeſtered ſtray, 

Where magic fanèy points the enchanted way. 

The birds their carols chaunt ; the jocund ſpring 

Sheds all Arabia from his purple wing : 

Soft zephyr breathes, with gentle pleaſure fraught, 

Diffuſing fragrance, and inſpiring thought. 

With ardent eye the bard ſurveys the ſcene, 

N Bat brighter thinks his fair Arcadian queen: 

From the creative luſtre of her eye, 


Nature's gay tints receive a livelier dye; 


The 


EF 1 
The feathered tribe, while ſhe their chorus hears, 
Not leſs than Linuey's voice enchant his ears; 
Him, by his Czlia's fide, the zephyr greets 
With ſofter whiſpers, and more balmy ſweets. 


All ſpring's rich gifts the power of beauty ſhare, 
All nature's charms.concenter in the fair. 
Her look, her ſtep excites poetic flame, 
And brings fine objects which elude a name: 
The bliſs he feels in this elyſian hour, 
Of deathleſs verſe prepares the future power. 
Ideas riſing on ideas throng ; 
His working boſom teems with embryo- ſong. 
Hear this, ye tinſel ſlaves, miſnamed the great, 
And curſe the tedious pageantry of ſtate. 

Oft with the love of ſimple nature ſmit, 


May I the ſeat of noiſe, and folly quit; 
It's tainted manners, and it's tainted. air, 
And to the calm of rural ſcenes repair: 
Oft may I ſtray through Peckham's winding ſhades, 
Sw-et haunt of poets, and the tuneful maids ; 
In queſt of imagery mount Haly-Hill, 


Where varied views the eye, and fancy fill . 


Where 


i} 


They front my hill; a world of ſweets between! 


P a 


Where commerce, and where agriculture ſmile, 


And ſhow the matchleſs glory of our iſle. 

In clouded majeſty there London towers, 
A ſtriking contraſt to Arcadian bowers. 
Methinks I view it from the lofty ſand, 
The pride of Europe raifed in freedom's land ; 
Abode of all that's great, and all that's baſe, 
The ſhame, and honour of the human race. 
There Thames, of Engliſh bards the hallowed theme, 


Pours his tranſparent, and majeſtic ſtream. 


On the charmed eye the paſting canvaſs plays, 
It's boſom gilded with the ſolar rays: 
Fair emblem of our wealth's exhauſtleſs vein ; 
Fair emblem of our Empire on the main 


Hampſtead and Highgate northward cloſe the ſcene, 


In my mind's eye with joy the heights I ſee ; 
For Middleſex l my ſoul exults in thee! 

Thy ſons, at freedom's call, would rouze the land, 
Should kings aſpire to abſolute command ; 
Boldly the rights of Engliſhmen would claim, 
Would catch a Russ L's or a SiDnty's Flame. 


There 


Sr hs 29-2, 
There the long ſlope of Eſſex we perſue; 
Another Eden there in Kent we view; 
The hills of Berks and Hertford we deſcry, 
And diſtant Suffolk mingles with the ſky. 
The blooming plain of Surry ſtretched below, 


Beſpeaks innoxious life exempt from woe : 
But ah ! too ſhort it's diſtance i is from town ; j 
The neighbouring capital infects the clown. 
Vet though the bliſs inſpired by nature's charms, 
The poet's breaſt with ſtrongeſt influence warms : 


He oft exerts imagination's power 


Without the nymph, and the luxuriant bower ; 
Truſts to his native energy of mind, 

And ſoars above the vulgar of mankind; 
Enjoys exiſtence, wakes the genial ſtrain, : 

W hen ſouls inſeriour only live to pain; 

When a dire group of dark ideas mect, 

Ihe gloomy day, the catchpole, and the Fleet. 
Fancy to him his want of wealth ſupplies, 
Brings her gay objects of a thouſand dyes : 
Poſſeſſing them he ſpurns the miſer's hoard, 


The ſplendid lacquey, the luxurious board 
wh | 


1 n 
Looks down on * *, whoſe power is but a bribe, 
Whoſe glory, but to rule a venal tribe. 


Though fortune frowned on Savace from his birth, 
Rather than doze a torpid ſon of earth, 
Proprietor of India's richeſt mine, 

I'd be that hapleſs favourite of the Nine : 
And on the“ aſhes of a glaſs-houſe laid, 
But raiſed to heaven by each Aonian maid, 


My foul to rapture more than human wrought, 


By ardent genius, by excurſive thought; Wt 
| Strongly 
* That I may ſtrongly exemplify the conftitution and fortune of the 
poet, I ſhall here quote two paſſages from Johnſon's Life of Savage : 
though, I fear, the energy and harmony of their proſe, will eclipſe the 
poetry which they are cited to illuſtrate. 
He lodged as much by accident as he dined, and paſſed the 3 
e ſometimes in mean houſes, which are ſet open at night to any caſual 
* wanderers; ſometimes in cellars, among the riot and filth of the meaneſt 
and moſt profligate of the rabble ; and ſometimes, when he had po 
money to ſupport even the expences of theſe receptactes, walked 
about the ſtreets till he was weary, and lay down in the ſummer upon 


&« a bulk, or in the winter, with his aſſociates in poverty, AMONG THE. 


ASHES OF A GLASS-HOUSE. 
In this manner were paſſed thoſe days, and thoſe nights, which na- 
ture had enabled him to have employed in elevated ſpeculations, uſeful 
ſtudies, or pleafing converſation. On a bulk, in a cellar, or in a glaſs- 
* houſe, among thieves and beggars, was to be found the author of the 
« Wanderer, a man of exalted ſentiments, extenſive views, and curious 
« obſervations ; the Man whoſe remarks on life might have aſſiſted the 
% ſtateſman, whoſe ideas of virtue might have enlightened the moraliſt, 


ic whoſe eloquence might have influenced ſenates, and whoſe delicacy 
1 might have poliſhed courts,” LiFE OF SAYAGE, 
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Mb inſpired, and panting for renown, 
I would not envy kings the couch of down. 

Ye happy few, who, in your genial hours, 
Feel the fine raptures raiſed by fancy's powers----- 
While great Cervantes, in a Mooriſh jail, 
But free in mind, compoſed his wondrous tale ; 
His wondrous tale, which, with unrivalled art, 
Informs the head and captivates the heart ; 
Such animation to a fiction gives, 

That ſtill before our eyes his Drama lives; 
We ſtill ſee Quixote's perſon with his name, 
And fat round Sancho, of proverbial fame ; 
Fired by the fable, like the knight we rave, 


And long to viſit good * Quixano's grave 
While thus, ye happy few, his ardent ſoul, 


Of cruel fortune ſpurned the dire controul ; 
Maintained the right to choſen ſpirits given, 
Soared above miſery, and aſſerted heaven 


Was not this luminary happier far 
Than idiots burniſhed with a tinſel ſtar ? 


Happier 


Don Quixote's name, before he commenced Knight-Errant, was 
Alonſo Quixano ; and for his virtues he was called El Bueno, The Gaed. 
See the laſt chapter of Quixote. 
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Happier than G -N bleſſed with P-----xs* charms, 


Happier than C------ vn R's arms ? 


SyPHaAx, of all rapacious knaves the worſt, 
By his ſons' vices, and his country curſed, | 
With all his villas, every lordly whim, 
Is a mere Dives chained in hell to him. 

No ſhocks the bard's propitious hours controul ; 
Onward he preſſes to his wiſhed-for goal : 
Fired with the proſpect of immortal fame, 
The heart-felt muſick of a poet's name, 
The world ideal which abſorbs the mind, 
| He leaves his weakneſſes, and wants behind. 
i The Delian God his hallowed boſom fills, 
| Precluding phyſical, and moral ills. 


Theſe are the enjoyments which the Poet knows; 
And theſe enjoyments balance all his woes. 
The true, great poet's dignity of ſoul 
| Scorns to uſurp, or bear unjuſt controul ; 
! Warmly a brother-bard's deſert befriends, 
g Nor aims, by ſordid means, at noble ends: 
He will not, little GolpsMITRH-Iike, exclaim 
Againſt a living candidate for fame; 
Merit 
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Merit it's full applauſe he will not grudge ; 

In him the author will not. warp the judge. 
Parnaſlian luminaries, near, and. bright, 

May hurt, for him, a weak, diſtempered fight ; 
He will not ſicken at the genial ray, 


Nor e' er“ prefer a ParNELL to a Grav.. 

To find his lays make other bards aſpire, 

Warms him with generous, not with hoſtile fire; 
With eager eye the ſacred wreath he views, 
Witheld from malice, granted to the muſe; 
Conſcious of noble powers, he ſpurns all art, 
But that which, moves, and captivates: the heart; 
Secure in genius, deigns not an appeal. 
To thoſe who gape and ſtare, but thoſe who feel; 
To thoſe who ſoar, like him, on fancy's wings, 
To thoſe whoſe ſouls. revibrate what he ſings. 

But as the different talents of mankind: _ 


AR, in.their juſt degrees, upon his mind; 
E i Sl-77; Too 


* [PAR xREL] ©'Njght-picce on Death, deſerves every praiſe, and 1 
«ſhould ſuppoſe, with very little amendment, might be made to ſurpaſs 
« all the Night-Pieces and Cauzca-Yarp-Scenes that have ſince ap- 
« peared.” | 19 | 
Gor.dsMtTH's Life of Parnell. 
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Too warm to perpetrate deliberate wrong, 


e . %. * 


His ſoul in union ever with his tongue; 


A ſtranger he to jealouſy, and fear, 


| Imprudent oft, but never inſincere 
As, on the few who with the greateſt vie, 
He will not caſt a dark, malignant eye, 


Nor will he proſtitute a word of praiſe : 

On fluent writers of inſipid lays: 

Fears not to brand the ſelfiſh, and the vain, 
Who mix preſumptuous, with the tuneful train; 
By profit rate the judgment of the town, 


And fancy caprice will confirm renown. 

His taſte he never to a level brings 

With lords, or ladies, or ſuch puny things; 
Pronounces K -- impudent, and dull, 

Though at his comedy the houſe be full; 
Who never taſted Hippocrene's rill, ole 
Yet raſhly dropt the bodkin for the quill. 

He, though he knows it gives a man ſome note 
To catch the living mode, and write by rote, 


Deſpiſes flimſy BIckER STATES, and HooLts, 


Whom ſcenes, and ſing- ſong gain the herd of fools, 
| To 


| 
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To feel dramatick excellence unfit, 

An Otway's pathos, or a Congreve's wit. 
Curſe on the taſte of this prepoſterous age, 

Which dozes if IxE NE treads the ſtage; 

Yet gives applauſe to HoorLz's unmeaning lines, 

And ſeems to weep when his Mandane whines. 

The bard regrets not his ſucceſsful ſtrain, 

Nor would he write his traſh for all his gain; 

By different models forms his nervous line, 

By Pope the great, and Dryden the divine. 
France, whoſe gay follies are our general aim, 

Aped by each fop, and every courtly dame; 

France, our competitor in arts, and arms, 

The theatre with genuine beauties charms. 

Diction and character her ſons require, 

And compotition on the ſtage admire; 

Can, for a while, forget their love of ſhow, 

And liſten to a well-wrought tale of woe ; 

To Cato's gravity can yield applauſe, 

And hear the patriot plead his country's cauſe 

Glow at the verſe inforcing moral weal, 


And even in comedy can think, and feel. 


But. 
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But would you for our pit your drama frame, 


Intent on gold, but dead to laſting fame; 


And would your ſelfiſh muſe the buſkin try; 


Think not to warm the heart, but catch the eye. 
Think not to move the houſe with Shakeſpeare's ſoul ; 
But let his lightnings flaſh, his thunders roll : 

Contrive a full proceſſion, long and flow, 


Glaring, and tawdry as a lord-mayor's ſhow : 


| Regard not genius; be abſurdly bold; 


And let a * ſmiling babe your plot unfold. 

It you make lighter comedy your choice, 
With equal eaſe you win the public voice; 
Study not ſentiment, intrigue, or ſtyle ; 

They would not bring you one approving {mile. 


An Inſtallation, with ſtate-mummery fraught, 


| Attracts us more than all that Shakeſpeare thought. 


Of wondrous incidents a. chaos blend---- 

---With the fifth act, you know, your piece muſt end, 

Oft to the galleries be your phraſe addreſſed; 

And oft let ſervants break the homely jeſt, 

Let +Spaniſh coachmen on our laws deſcant, 

And in their cups recite the Patriot's rant. 
Oe; . Your 

See Timanthes. 
+ See a late comedy, entitled, 1t's Vell it's no Worſe. 
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Your hero might be hiſſed, were he polite; 
Make him a low, abandoned, merry wight: 
T. K — the town adores in modiſh cloaths; 
T hey want not gentlemen, but vulgar beaus. 
By paltry tricks your fimple work is done; 
Give them but action, and grimace, and fun, 
But ſtill *tis faſhion Garrick to admire ; 
Yet his, and Shakeſpeare's powers no more inſpire 
Our diſſipated ſouls with hope or fear, 
Horror excite, or draw the tender ter. 
Who like immortal Shakeſpeare ever wrote ? 
Who cer like GARRLCR imaged what he thought ? 
Hens the great actor, in our trifling age, 
Is ſuffered, is applauded on the ſtage. 
The well earned laurels are allowed to bloom | 
Round Garrick” 8 "brow, and Shakeſpeare” 8 hallowed 
tomb. | 
Coxcombs and ladies dare not yet condemn 
Ihe ſcenes they lounge at with a Dutchman's phlegm. 
Vet baubles bought from Italy, or France, 
An eunuch's pipe, a new imported dance, 
PW: FT LN, Draw 


Draw more attention than the fineſt play-—— 
—HzEIxEZI from HaulE T bears the palm away. 


What poet, though by every muſe inſpired, 
Can fondly hope his verſe will be admired 
In this capricious, though diſeerning age, 
When love of novelty, and dullneſs wage 
A war with poetry, repell it's claim, | 


And intercept the facred way to fame? 


Write you with Dryden- s force ? yet you may fail; 
Lancaornst before you draws his flimſy * Veil & 

A monkifh tale, by Pzxcy told, is read; 

And feeble Maso lives while you are dead. 

- Yet, though through life you meet unequal fate 
(Life, to great minds, is but a trifling date) 

From juſt poſterity be ſure of praile, | 

And, like Apelles, paint for future days. 

Twas long ere Milton's epic powers were knawn; 
And Thomſon, when he roſe, but faintly ſhone. 
Time gives. to poets their meridian day, 

And clears, at length, their morning's. miſt aways. 
All the pert dullneſs of Bœotia's band, . 
Which now infeſts a literary land, 


| | ; | Shall, 
'* The Origin of the Veil—a Poem lately publiſhed. a= 


Shall, with it's authors, be conſigned to ſleep, 
It's calm, eternal ſabbath doomed to keep. 
Emerging from the rubbiſh, you ſhall riſe, 
And gain ambition's well- diſputed prize; 
Flouriſh when diſtant centuries are paſt, 
And charm as long as taſte, and language laſt. 
Through time's remoteſt age your flame ſhall burn; 
While earth to earth muſt ever ſoon return. 

Oh! might Britannia ſee the Halcyon-days, 
When Czfar's taſte inſpired the poet's lays | 
When the great lord of Rome's imperial power 
With wit Horatian graced the ſocial hour ; 
When heaven-born poetry's reſiſtleſs charms 
Quelled the reſentment raiſed by hoſtile arms; 
To bards republican their fields reſtored, 
Their genius an atonement for their ſword ; 
When they their much-loved freedom durſt maintain 
Againſt the force of a deſpotic reign ; 
A ſtateſman's | preſſing calls to town decline, 
And lounge beneath their fig-tree, or their vine; 


When Flaccus, or when modeſt Maro's worth 


Outweighed an ancient PELHAu, or a NokrTH ; 
When 


When honeſt gratitude, with fancy flowed, 


Through all a SzeurLar, or BIRTH-DAv ode! 
But now no Colbert with the brighteſt fame 

Adorns a miniſter's, and monarch's name; 
Rewards a ſoft Racine's perſwaſive art, 
Draws virtue's tear, and purifies the heart; 

| Bids a Boileau be wholeſomely ſevere, 
And warms the ſatiriſt he needs not fear, 
No longer now the nine Aonian maids | 
Find hoſpitable haunts in royal ſhades : 
Poets are left to penury a prey, | 
The ſlaves of trade, the hirelings of the day. 
Some pert, prim Cap ELI, or ſome rougher Turk 
Preſcribes the theme, the meaſure of the work ; 


Checks the free thought, lops off the ardent word, 
On genius frowns, and bows the knee to Hurps. 


The ruffian, Gr1eeiTHs, in a land of laws, 
Againſt the poet's life his crow-quill draws ; 
And monthly readers, ever daily fools, ; 
Adopt his nonſenſe for true critic rules ; 

Fit only, o'er the coffee's gentle ſteam, 


Of Nabobs, and of India-ſtock to dream, 


Preſume 


Preſume to try the Poet as their peer, 
Enjoy the malice, and applaud the ſneer. 

Vet though his ſtrains, how well ſoe er he ſings, 
Charm not the callous ear of modern kings ; 
Perhaps his generous Lordſhip, or his Grace, 
Acquainted well with the poetic race, 

Acquainted with the free, the fervid mind, 

Which, in it's ardour, levels all mankind ; 

Some choſen favour for the bard intends * 

Genius, at length, it's happy ſtar befriends. 

Perhaps this bard, mongſt other freaks of chance, 
Was doomed to lengthen ſuperſtition's trance; 

Was doomed to ſooth the mad enthuſiaſt's dream "IE 
To fink the moral in the myſtic theme, 

To ſtrike, with dreadful threats, the ſtartled ear, 

To wrench out virtue, and to rivet fear. 

A poor black ſlave this noble Lord would buy, 
And marks our hero with a ſelfiſh eye ; 


A poet with a paltry ſum invites, 

To guard his manſion from infernal ſprights ; 

To teach him how to live, and how to die----. 
For a rich miſer to obtain the ſky ; 1 45 7 
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Priſcian's cold rules minutely to explain, 
To lead dull pupils to Minerva's fane ; 
To bear the pedagogue's oppreſſive load; 

To reap where ſtep- dame nature never ſowed. 

I bluſh to view a melancholy ſcene ; 

Poets, as mortals, muſt be ſometimes miean. 
Cenſure will rail when candour will forgive 
Few, through all trials, can undaunted live. : 
He, to whom fortune ever was a foe, 

He, who hath ſtruggled, from his birth, with woe, 
May feel at length his generous powers decay; 
The Muſe's flame, neglected, dies away. 
Perhaps you wiſh the Poet may retain 

A mind as vigorous as his moral ſtrafin; 
Then opportunely all his ills redreſs, 

Nor ſuffer him to fink by long diſtreſs ;, 

Give not humanity: too much to bear 4 

All characters are- levelled by deſpair, 

The bard, againſt grim want no longer proof 
(His robes turn brown, and Dops LE ſtands aloof) 
Accepts this offer, and is dubbed, at once, 

A chapel-organ, and a. plodding dunce. | 
Un- 


us wa. 
Unequal Nation ! moſt Fepoſterous fate! 
Worſt of all bad connexions with the Great! 


A Spartan Helot in a month he's grown, 


Watches, with awe, my lady's ſmile and frown 5 
Hangs, with feigned rapture, on his Grace's words, 


On ſome ſtale nonſenſe from the Houſe of Lords I 


Important truth inveftigates no more, 
But ſeems ſurprized that two and two make four : 
To ſervile art his genius is confined, 
Each movement of his body and his mind: 
His life he models by a blockhead's plan, 
And for the Fantocino quits the Man.. 

Theſe conſtant fetters if he will not wear, 
Almoſt as galling ills he's doomed to bear.. 
Severe,. oh hapleſs genius, is thy fate l 1 
While private knaves, or plunderers of the ſtate 
| Shine in the box, or in che chariot roll, . 
What cruel torment oft invades thy foul l. 


Condemned, for bread, without the inſpiring power, | 


To counteract the dull, the languid hour; 
Beneath thy genuine energy to write, 


To earn, with pain, the poor, extorted mite; 


| Con- 
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Condemned to: ausge in fickneſs, and in health, 
To ſtarve, and raiſe thy dull oppreſſor's wealth, 
Who pities thee, who values thee no more 
Than Barbary- pirates thoſe who tug the oar; 
To ſooth, with change, the idle, and the vain, 
Who ſick of trifles, trifle with thy ſtrain ; 
Amuſe a coxcomb lounging o'er his tea, 
Or while the Frenchman forms the ſmart toupee 3 
Divert from cent per cent the city-lage, 
Tired with. the Ledger's more important page. 

But with the golden eriſis when thou'rt bleſt, 
And all the God inſpires thy ardent breaſt ; 
When worthy themes the happy ole toys 

Strong is thy verſe, Elyſian is thy joy. 

Then all the magick of the muſe is thine, 

Their powers, idea, and expreſſion join z  ' * 
And word gives force to word, and line ennobles line. 
Muſic, from rapture ſprung, thy ſtrains impart, 

At once they charm the ear, and thrill the heart, 

In them no flower, no ſhady tree is placed | 


Of barren words amidft a dreary waſte. 


No 


1 
No weak effuſions thine, no ſleepy tale, 
Begot by LAN HORNE on his Burton- ale: 
In thee no languid epithets we find, 
No words, which never were before combined: 
Happy their bard, to find ſome hackneyed ſcene, 
The cryſtal fountain, or the velvet green 
Him fancy in his calmer hours inſpires, 
When warmed by books and her with gentler fires; 
When Livy, or when Tacitus he reads, 
And emulates, in thought, heroic deeds; 
Enjoys, without the labour to compoſe, 
Lucretian verſe, or Ciceronian proſe. TUES 
Yet, in his mind, the moderns too excell 
In great atchievements, and in writing well: 
No nameleſs dignity to him appears 
In the dread ſanction of two-thouſand years. 
Gay Horace, for his pure Auguſtan lays 
Better, he thinks, deſerves the lyric bays 
Than Pindar, for his Greek, and age renowned, 
Now in the clouds, now in the low profound ; 
Now in the circus, now in Jove's abode, 
Parent of nonſenſe in the ſhape of ode, 
H „„ 
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Old books he reads not to ſecure a claim, 
By meagre learning, to ſcholaſtic fame ; 


Not for the Roman, or Athenian tongue, 
But for the truths they ve urged, the ſtrains they've ſung; 
Not a Dutch commentator's art to ſhow, 
Which pedants, had they ſenſe, would bluſh to know. 
The bard, deſpiſing literary toys, 
Each paper-edifice of bearded boys, 
Studies the ancients with ſuperiour views,, 
His reaſon. to inform, enrich his muſe ;; 
Of men the various nature to explore, 
Select, with taſte, from fancy's genial. tore ;; 
Their ſpirit to imbibe, like them to ſhine, 
And pour their luſtre on his glowing line. 


Peace to the men with lucubration pale, 


Who at the flights of modern genius rail; 
A ſounding rant from Zſchylus rehearſe, 
Throw light on Ly cophron' s obſcureſt verſe 3; 
Their learning on the Laticlave diſplay, 
Of fools the wonder, and of wits the prey [ 
He cares Hot B the Spartan broth was made, 


N or how the old Latrunculi were played; 
The 
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The medal's dubious face he'll ne'er deplore, 
Nor try the huge Digamma to reſtore Y 

He leaves the childiſh torture of the brain 


To father Bentley, and his eritic-train; 
Leaves the ſmall graces, and the war of words 
To ſlaſhing WaRzURTOxNs and piddling Huzpzs. 
To feeling minds would men of learning write J 
Let pleaſure, in their works, with truth unite. 
The bard whoſe lively ſentiments require 
_ Chaſte elegance transfufing generous fire; 
Who hates that clumſy Goth, ſcholaſtic pride, 
With which bad taſte is conſtantly allied; 
Studious, himſelf, of compoſition's laws, 
With toil, and langour erudition draws. 
From Wa R BzURTON's profound, but muddy ſource, 
Whoſe ſtyle is negligent, and rude his force; 
Who, if great JULIAN for his theme he takes, 
Of the ſick reader an ArosTAaTE makes. 
He eyes B all with more diſdain, 
Dull, ſuperficial, inſolent, and vain: 
Famiſhed adventurer, by England fed, 


Who hates the generous land which gives him bread. 
1 | In 
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Tn all the: pages of each heavy work, hon 
You ſee the gloomy, ſupercilious Tux; » ' + 4 
You ſce the miniſter of tyrants lower, 
Patron, and ſlave of arbitrary power. 
Or if his cunning compliments our laws, 
The hungry ſavage only growls applauſe. 

To publication what is his pretence ?---- 
--=-ITtalian Engliſh, and Italian ſenſe. 
If he preſumes the moral world to ſcan, 
To analyze the principles of man----- 
Cruel we're born, though humanized by art“ 
He takes his partial model from his heart. 

To merit fame, 'tis his prepoſtcrous choice, 
Always to differ from the general voice. 
He tells us genius reigns on Spaniſh ground, 
And that the Nine in Portugal he found; 
That the Fandango, his enchanting dance, 
Excells the fineſt movements taught in France, 
Perverſeneſs is his logical renown, 
His wit, the gambols of a Spaniſh clown. 

And yet (to Engliſh taſte a flagrant ſhame !) 
His works acquire a temporary fame; 


Forth- 
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Forth from the preſs they ſally thrice, or more, 

Ere they're conſigned to Lethe's dreary ſhoar. 
Seldom the poet's warmth ſuch writers cool ; 

Nor the dogmatical, nor flimſy ſchool 


He ſeeks ; but confecrates important hours 


To names diſtinguiſhed by ſublimer powers; 
From whom you read the dictates of the heart, 
Where nature is, with eaſe, inforced by art ; 
Pedantic language who diſdain to ſpeak, 

And fright not readers with ſuperfluous Greek; 
Improve the thoughts of others by their own, 
And work rough learning to a mellow tone; 
Like Jounson, tuneful, animated, ſtrong, 
Our living glory both in proſe and ſong. 


The godlike few, who rouzed by glory's charms, 


Acquire ſupremacy in arts, and arms, 
Who urged by fervid energy of mind, 
Shoot from the orbit of the human kind, 


Poets with ſympathetic warmth admire, 


And while they view their deeds, catch all their fire, 


« Heroes are much the ſame, the point's agreed, 


« From Macedonia's madman to the Swede ; 
I 
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« The whole ſtrange purpoſe of their lives, to find, 
« Or make an enemy of all mankind. 
ce Not one looks forward; onward ſtill he goes, 
« Yet ne'er looks forward farther than his noſe.” 

So ſung the Twitnham-ſwan, whoſe throb for praiſe 
To valour ſhould have given more liberal lays. 
How couldſt thou, Pope, with ſacrilegious pen, 
With Bedlam's changelings rank the firſt of men; 
Thou too, like them, a candidate for fame, 
Your races different, but your goal the ſame ? 
Is this philoſophy's expanded truth ? 
Is this the character of Pella's youth ? 
Of him, whoſe genius conquered like his ſword, 
Of men in letters, as in arms, the lord ; 
Relaxed from ſtate, or from the martial plain, 
Who ſoothed his nights with Homer's lofty ſtrain ; 
With the dread ſteel it lay beneath his head, 
Each Pallas guardian of the hero's bed, 

Divine humanity was all his own, 
As bright his candour as his ardour ſhone, 
Witneſs his feelings when Darius bled, 
The pomp funereal, and the tears he ſhed. 


His 
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His rival he had fought, and Greece's foe, 
But gave to ſuffering virtue all his woe; 
With ſoft compaſſion tempered conqueſt's plan, 
The monarch vanquiſhed, but deplored the man, 


Tell me by what authentic marks we find 
This king a rancorous foe to human kind ? 
At Babylon the victor yields his breath---- 
----What unaffected ſorrows grace his death 
Courtiers have that within which paſſeth ſhow, 


By ſtupor turned to monuments of woe; 

Nations ſubdued lament their conqueror's fate ; 

Their love had ſtretched his life to Neſtor's date. 

The world's encomiums heedleſs verſe defy, 
And give ſucceeding obloquy the lye. 

In vain for glory heroes toil, and bleed, 

If madneſs gives the image of the Swede. 

For me, let policy admire the Czar ; 

My foul adores this thunderbolt of war; 

Led by the honeſt impulſe of the muſe, 

Loves what dull Dutchmen call romantic views; 

With pleaſure ſees this prodigy drawn forth 

By three rapacious robbers of the North ; 


Beholds 
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Beholds this unexpected comet riſe, 
Advance, and fix all trembling Europe's eyes, 
And ſhoot its train athwart the polar ſkies. 
Yes, I exult, while fancy ſees the boy, 


New to war's muſic, pant with martial joy; 


| Ruſh on, impetuous, as his courſe began, 


A dauntleſs youth, and a tremendous man; 
Slave to no pleaſure, to no mean defire, 


But for diſputed empire all on fire; 


Nor rich domains, nor wine, nor love his aim, 


His ſoul impelled, abſorbed by glory's flame. © 
© Anxious, his riſe, meridian, and decline, 

I view, and feel his varied fortune mine. 

When victory quits him with perfidious wing, 

Still more the mule admires her favourite King; 
Whoſe ſoul ere&, unconquerably great, 


Impaſſive to the rudeſt ſhocks of fate, 


Aſlerts to empire its inherent claim, 


And what in power it loſes, gains in fame. 
Famine, and cold againſt his arms conſpire; 
Nor cold, nor famine damp the hero's fire. 


Corporeal 


WY... 
Vent with their wares, the nonſenſe of the day, 
And read two Ledgers by the aid of Sav. 

As Sol his genial warmth, and brightneſs gives 
To every clime where human nature lives 
So will the bard from none who merit fame 
Withold the influence of the muſe's flame. 
Ne loves each land where generous virtues reign, 
The German valour, and the truth of Spain, 
His ſoul, by no mean prejudice confined, 
Expands, and meets it's brethren in mankind. 
Show him a Scotchman of a generous heart, 
Unprejudiced, above ſiniſter art; 
Above each groveling, undermining deed ; 
Whoſe worth entitles him to croſs the Tweed; 
Not urged rapaciouſly to ſelfiſh ends, 
No traitor to his honeſt Englifh friends; 
No ſpaniel in his fortune's blackeſt hour, 
Rough in diſtreſs, and affable in power; 
Though ſtiff his manner is, though cold his mind, 
And not with one poetic ſpark refined ; 
So poor in taſte, and ſentiment, that all 
His mental pleaſure is to read Fingal ; 
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So rare a Scot produce him if you can, 
And he reſpects the venerable man. 
His liberal ſoul, with moral beauty ſmit, 


Allows for want of elegance and wit; 


For Caledonia's barrenneſs, and ſnow, 


Where frigid minds with genius never glow ; 


Claims not from thorns the grape's nectareous juice, 


Nor dreams the thiſtle can the fig produce. 


Poets, whoſe ethics make a ſimple code, 


Who thorns eradicate from Virtue's road, 


The craft of churchmen ardently oppoſe, 
Nature's, and Reaſon's, and Religion's foes. 
With avarice, pride, and forms revered by fools, 
Chriſt they diſgrace, and croud his ſimple rules: 
The rights of man ſtill eager to invade, | 
Preach Him who dying, for his murderers prayed ; 
Preſume their maſter's meekneſs to diſplay, 
Fired with the fever for prelatic ſway ; 
To the poor orphan bid us freely give, 
And grudge a curate ſhould afford to live. 

Yet, if within the ſpace of Chriſtian ground, 
A mild, and liberal prieſt there can be found ; 


Who 


E 
Who ſtrives to keep his fimple flock in awe, 
Not of his trade, but of his Saviour's law; , 
A Wakefield's Vicar if the world can ſhow, 


In affluence humble, and aupuſt i in woe; 


Whoſe ſermons recommend his generous deeds z 
Who urges morals, and relaxes creeds ; 
Who makes the cauſe of human kind his own, 
Who agonizes at the widow's groan ; - 
' Raiſed above ſelf, deems virtue all his gain, 
The naked cloaths, and blunts the ne of pain; 
Tenacious honeſty i in rags reveres, 
Courts not proud biſhops, nor licentious peers : 
Although he never hath beſtowed a thought 
On what Auguſtin, or Ignatius wrote ; 
Artleſs on words, on myſteries to refine, 
Him he admires, and counts a great Divine. 
He to juſt fame calls latent merit forth; 
He, though round wretches deſtitute of worth 
By partial kings a ſpecious veil be drawn, 
Transfixes vice in ermine or in lawn. 
Poets reject the ſacerdotal ſtrain, 
Their verſe a foe to voluntary pain: 
* 
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They bid us all the ſweets of life enjoy, a 
Which nor our conſcience, nor our health annoy; ; 
Bid us conſider our ambiguous frame, 
Nor think on earth to catch a ſeraph's flame: 
Be half to ſenſe, and half to ſoul inclined, 
Nor chill the body while we warm the mind; 
Bid us our fancy actuate, and refine 5 
With love's high tranſports, and the] joys of wine; 
Worſhip, with generous deeds, the great firſt cauſe, 
Nor dream by prayers and tears to chan ge his laws; j 
Through life's ſhort paſſage, innocent and gay, 
Move to the dark, irremeable way ; 
Secure in Him who firſt inſpired our breath, 
Unerring Arbiter of life, and death, 

Say, to a proverb, why are Poets poor, 
And why regardleſs of the golden ſtore ? 
They ſurely, whoſe acute inquiries find 
The various flexures of the human mind, 
Muſt, from the lighteſt obſervation, ſee - 


That poverty and power but ill agree; 


That want the outcaſt ſeems of carth and heaven, 


That much is ſold to man, but little given; 


That 
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That wealth exempts us from ignoble art, 
To godlike deeds impels the liberal heart; 
Sheds warmth and luſtre on the Poet's line, 
And to full inſpiration bribes the Nine, 

But gradual riches to DiscxeTION flow 
In dull meanders regularly flow. 


The bard, a gay economiſt of time, 


Of life tenacious in it's tranſient prime, 
Yields to the influence of the joyous hour, 
Of intereſt prodigal in pleaſure's bower. 
The call of Bacchus how can he refuſe ? 
---The jovial God propitiates every Muſe ; 
Gently extracts misfortune's pungent ſtings, 
And all Elyſium to the fancy brings. 
Forgive him, Stoics, if he ſhould not wear 
Your heavy armour, to reſiſt the Fair; 
If Cupid oft allures him from your ſchool, 
If ardent feelings cannot work by rule. 
Muſt not the nymph whom amorous paſſion warms, 
Whom love ſuffukes with celeſtial charms, 
Attract him to the greateſt bliſs we know, 
Which heightens every joy, ſooths every woe; 
| The 
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The fierceſt nature tames, with ſoft controul, 
Refines, invigorates, and exalts the ſoul ; 


Auſpicious ever to a Poet's aim, 


Rapture congenial with the muſe's flame 


Add that his conſcious greatneſs makes him bold ; 


He feels a nobler power than that of gold. 
To vice, or fortune is his fund a prey? 
---The generous muſes will the loſs repay. 


Poets the blight of veity' endure 


With manly hearts, of future bliſs ſecure z 
Still with creative ſouls endowed, they know 
The ſweets of genius will not ceaſe to blow ; 
In thoughts, productive of immortal ftrains, 
Still a luxuriant Paradiſe remains. 
But by the providence of equal heaven, 
No great endowments unallayed are given; 
No bliſs excluſive of it's woe we gain; 
---Even virtue, godlike virtue hath it's pain. 
If you, ye calmer ſouls no title claim 
To joys ecſtatic, or immortal fame ; 


Yet prudence often all your actions guides; ; 


The watchful goddeſs o'er h preſides : 


And 
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And he to whom ſhe deigns her partial care, 


Finds all the Gods propitious to his prayer. 
Smoothly you glide along the ſtream of life, 
Your bark unhurt by elemental ſtrife; 
For you a trade-wind ſpeeds it's happy gale; 
Fair blows the breeze, and gently ſwells the fail ; 
Of no rude ſtorm are you the fatal ſport, 
By a ſtrait courſe your pilot makes the port. 
But Poets, born beneath a baleful ſtar, 
Fortune oppoles with perpetual war; 
Rarely a happy medium ſmooths heir lives; : 
A calm detains them, or a tempeſt drives, 
On fancy too intent, their ardent all 
Forgets a ſimple, but i important truth 


That gold, with magic power, our life befriends, 
| Promotes ignoble, or exalted ends; ; ; 
Gives HankILEv's babble Ciceronian force, 15 
Or ſpeeds the Poet's Pegaſean courſe : 
That if flow prudence heaps the glittering hoard, 
'The vain, the dull, the worthleſs are adored ; 
That without gold fair virtue ſhines in vain, N 
And -ſtarving bards awake the tunefül ftr; 
| M 
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Otwiye for callous kings prepare their lays, 
Who tantalize their poverty with praiſe. 


By harſh experience taught, at length they —_ 


The un relenting nature of mankind; 


Are forced, their ſouls depreſſed with fortune” S frown 


(A ſtate unht for works of high renown ) 

To animate the heart, to ſtore the head, 

To barter genius for their daily bread. 
With all the ſufferings of a feeling frame, 


Poor 1s the ſolace of a deatbleſ. a name. 


The bard enjoys ethereal bliſs to-day; 


Bright are his thoughts, and vigorous is his lay: 


To-morrow brings a melancholy ſcene; 
Relaxed, untuned is all the fine machine; 


Fancy no longer ſtrews her glowing flowers, 


But fad ideas croud the dreary hours. 


Dead to his poignant pleaſures, and his mule, L 


Life's ills in all their magnitude he views ; 
The patron's lies, the meteor, public breath, 
The pain of malady, the gloom of death. 

The Poet feels not for himſelf alone ; ; 


He makes the cauſe of human kind his own; 


The 
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The labyrinth of life with grief ſurveys, 
And tries in vain to thrid the clouded maze ;; 
Surveys, with grief, the ills our paſſions cauſe, 
And grandeur's bold contempt of moral laws: 
Deplores the fatal progreſs of the mind, 
More prone to vice as more by arts refined. 
Deplores the modeſt widow's hapleſs lot, 
By every friend, and every faint forgot; 
To cold, and want from ſocial comforts driven, 
The ſeeming outcaſt of myſterious heaven. 
Regrets the Peer's inhoſpitable door, 
Barred on the learned, and the virtuous poor; 
Spontaneous opening, by prepoſterous fate, 
To every fox, and every wolf of ſtate. 

Vet is his penſive ſoul on heaven reclined - 
Yet beams of conſolation cheer his mind: 
He hopes, and images a better life, 
Where worth with miſery quits the painful ſtrife ;; 
Where all Arabia ſheds her ſweet perfume, 
Where zephyrs ever breathe, and roſes bloom; 
Where, without labour, truths ſublime we know., 


Where ſtrains divine, and voluntary, flow z 


Where: 
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Where bards to empyrean heights aſpire, 
And for the poet's catch the ſeraph's fire. 

Ye milder Souls ; ye Men of fimple proſe, 
Whoſe life in one unvaried tenour flows; 
Oh! envy not a favourite of the Muſe 
His thrilling pleaſures, his expanded views | 
"Tis true, your ſpirits are too cool to brand 
With ardent ſatire a luxurious land: 
"Twill not be yours, in ſome immortal work, 
To ſpread the fame of LyTTzLToN, and Bunxs ; 3 
You'll not, like Hazr1s, warm, at once, and lage, 
Brighten, with Plato's fire, the moral page; 

Nor by your tragedy's reſiſtleſs power, 
Make Ligconits a Veſtal for an hour, 0 
Cropius his Sire's rapacity deteſt, 


And ſomething feel like virtue in his breaſt, 
'Twill not be yours, in a ſoft vernal eve, 

The noify haunts of vulgar minds to leave ; 

Serenely penſive, in the filent glade, 

To walk, infpired by each Parnaſſian maid ; 

To view the mild deſcending god of day, 

Your fancy kindled by his parting ray : | 
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And when Diana, with her fairer light, 
Diſplays the ſober majeſty of night ; 
To mount, through ſpace, beyond her Glver car, 
And dart, in thought, to the remoteſt ſtar. 

"Twill not be yours to make the lighter hours 
Gay handmaids to the intellectual powers: 
Bacchus, to whom promiſcuous mortals bow, 
Solace of Cæſars, and of Catos too, 

Will ne'er make you poetically gay, 
Nor to your mind the ideal world diſplay. 

Love you may feel; but not its heavenly charms, 
It's finer magic which the fancy warms - | 
Gives Phœbus' ſons the bliſs of Gods to ſhare, 

To need no Muſes if they win the Fair, 

You'll neer with magnanimity deſpiſe 
The pomp of life which dazzles vulgar eyes; 
Thread-bare, or ragged, boldly walk the ſtreet, 
Nor gratify with ſhame the fools you meet; 
Calmly move on, intent on moral ſong, 

Deaf to the jibings of the tinſel throng; 
Fortune defy, man's dignity maintain, 

And vice in ſplendour view with juſt diſdain FE 
N 
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In virtue's cauſe inflexibly ſevere, 
Drag forth the Villain lurking in the Peer. 
Yet liberal tenets learn, ye men of phlegm, 


And be not raſh to envy, or condemn : 

Contented with your humble talents live, 

And genius it's eccentric flights forgive. 

Let not your ſpleen arraign the great firſt Cauſe, 

But calmly ſtudy his impartial laws. 

He, bounteous parent of this earthly ball, 

|  Imparts, with equal hand, his gifts to all. 

| Comfort in each privation we may find, 

| Some ſoothing bliſs to equipoiſe the mind. 

Sad contraſts gall the rich and joyous train; 

| Near Pleaſure's palace is the cave of Pain. 

| ; The peaſant oft may boaſt an envied ſtore : 

| What man, with health, and innocefice, is poor? 

Harmonious world ! where beings of each frame 

In concert act with heaven's unerring aim! 

Thus the bard's quick, and comprehenſive ſoul, 

Whoſe flights no groſs, material clogs controul ;. 


Who tohis view, with ſtrange attraction, brings 
This univerſe, and all created things; 
Who 
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Who ſnatches powers beyond a mortal's fate, 
And when he ſcorns to picture, can create 
he bard, with properties divine endowed, 
Proclaims how ill it ſuits us to be proud : 
From ſenſibility, that active ſpring, 
Which gives rapidity to fancy's wing, 
Rude ſhocks he feels, by which are dearly bought 
His ſhort-lived joys, his luxury of thought ; 
Condemned with numerous, and with pungent pains 
To pay the glory of immortal ſtrains. 

A quiet tenour it is yours to keep; 
Paſſion in you, and reaſon, half aſleep. 
In placid apathy you draw your breath, 
Your lives a prelude to the calm of death: 
And varied raptures if you never know, 


You ſcape the rack of complicated woe. 


EN 


